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Cruisin’ For A Brusin’ 


Author's Notes: 

Lies! Lies! . All Lies! .. except for the place, the time, and the people, and most of the events. Monty Python is 
REAL. The actual recording sessions featured ice cold Heineken instead of Domination, Orgasm Denial, Bondage, 
Sado-Masochism, and out-of-control Craft Time with misuse of pet supplies. Coerced Vocal Performance is 


now a sanctioned Olympic Event. 


[Abbey Road Studios, January 1973] 


Roger carefully lit a cigarette from the short glowing butt he had been smoking. He was comfortable in the 
booth of the diner and didn't want to fish for the Zippo in his jeans . but also . there was a thought orbiting 
through his consciousness that a spark was a thing not to be wasted. He let the smoke out slowly . watching it 
curl on unseen currents of convection, driven by the heat of his body and heat rising from the coffee in front 
of him. The coffee still had a waft of steam rising from it's black surface. He regarded the tiny random spirals 
of Brownian motion on the mirrored surface . galaxies on a liquid plane of elliptic. He slapped the side of the 
table, making ripples of concentric perfection appear and then vanish in the dark universe. He was a man who 


dealt in sound. 


He was waiting for an instrument. 


Weeks ago he had assigned Rick Wright to compose a piano piece to become a pearl in the chain he was 
creating . the album "Dark Side of the Moon" Rick had ably composed just what he wanted, but it needed 
something with it to add spice and contrast. After abandoning an idea for overlaid voices speaking, he had 
decided to try One voice singing but no lyrics .. to let the title of the piece do the speaking . as Heaven was, 
after all, what each of us imagined it to be. "The Great Gig in the Sky" would come to life in the imagination of 
every listener . so long as they Thought while they listened. Young Parsons, the engineer, had suggested a 
vocalist, and Roger had listened to samples and approved her. Rick had spent the last week working with her on 
the music, and Roger was aware there was a good bit of sex as well . and on Sunday evening, under Dave's 
oversight, they had recorded what he and Rick thought was the finished piece while Roger was attending a 


soccer match. 


"This will not Do." Roger had told Rick later THAT night. "It's too mellow .. it sounds like a lullaby." Rick had 
looked downcast at that, and Roger made clear that it wasn't his failing. "The music is exactly what | want . 
HERE .. on the paper you showed me. Your piano is perfect, but the vocal doesn't capture what | hear when | 
look at your charts. Get her back . ASAP .. and I'll arrange to oversee the recording myself." 


Rick had seemed cheered. "Perfect" didn't drop out of Roger's mouth without cause, and Roger could see Rick 
had a bit more than artistic interest, having an excuse to see her again. He'd heard Rick drop the word "multi- 
orgasmic" in some exchange with young Parsons. When he approved her, Roger had seen photos. She was quite 
lovely . a blonde .. and in each picture she wore a modest ribbon choker, which Roger had naturally seen as a 


collar. He doubted Rick had made full use of her, if it turned out that was how she leaned. 


ASAP turned out to be not until Tuesday . TODAY .. and Roger was meeting her here in the diner at Abbey 
Road Studio at Ipm . (still seven minutes away) .. Roger took a long sip of the hot coffee, then heard the front 


door opening in the foyer hallway. He could hear the voice of Gerry, the old Irish doorman .. 
"Yes, Lass . Mr Waters said to expect you. You look very fetching today." 


"Thank you, Mr O'Driscoll," came a young woman's voice. Roger chose to wait until she came into the diner to 
get up. She fixed her eyes on him as she came through the door. Roger rose as she approached, putting out 
his hand which she took. "Hello, Mr Waters .. I'm Clare . Clare Torry. | was hoping | would get to meet you." 


"Very pleased to meet you, Miss Torry," Roger took her details in as he guided her to sit in the booth: five 
foot three . light blue-green eyes which did not evade Roger's gaze for an instant . three inch heels (elegant 
but not ostentatious) on which she moved well . nude stockings . a modest one-piece frock dress (royal blue, 
leaning pleasingly toward violet) with white buttons down the front from neck to hem .. two strings of beads, a 
necklace cameo, and a black ribbon choker. There were no rings on any of her fingers, but he saw faded scars 
on both wrists that even HE wouldn't have noticed if he wasn't looking for him . tales of rope-play. 


"Richard . and of course, Allan . said you were interested in another session?" she said with a smile. 


"Yes .." Roger said, taking up the sheet music in Rick's handwriting. "I've listened to what you did for Dave and 
Rick on Sunday .. and | think they failed to get your best. | want you to have another go at capturing THESE 
with the passion and intensity that your charts promise." He spread the chart open in front of her, where she 
saw her own hand mixed with Rick's. "I don't fault you at all. Dave can be a bit lazy, and failed to be as 


Demanding of what | can tell by Listening . you are capable. And Rick is . eager to please, and would never ." 


"Richard is sweet," she interrupted quietly, smiling. "Yes . he lavished on me nothing but praise during the 
writing AND the recording. | wondered how true any of it was." 


"On the writing, Rick has it right . but in the studio | WILL get your Best on tape .. Tonight" He spoke the last 
with a finality of command that he measured to send an unspoken signal . to test whether she was to be 


receptive to what he had in mind. 


Her posture in the seat opposite him straightened almost imperceptibly and, while her gaze remained on him . 


her head bowed slightly. This was followed by a blush, and Roger knew. 

".. Rick has been very kind to you .. In . and Out .. of the studio this last week" Roger said . He was not asking. 
"Yes." she said, now lowering her eyes to the charts on the table. 

"MORE kind . Than you . sometimes ... Prefer." His cadence was spellbinding, like a hypnotist. 

"Yes." she whispered, "Sir." She looked up into his eyes, and his gaze held her. 

"Be here tonight, at Midnight," he instructed. "Gerry will be gone, but | will be here to let you in" 


"I will be here," she answered, then looked down at the charts, unsure of herself. "May | . may | ask you .. to 
come with me until then?" 


"No." he said, firm and low. "I have work to do, making things ready. YOU will Receive what you are thinking of . 
AS | get from you the Golden Notes that | require. You are my instrument.” 


She kept her eyes down and nodded, clearly flustered and aroused. Roger continued. 

"YOU will arrive in THIS dress. Undergarments will be unnecessary. Don't wear any that you mind .. parting with. 
If these are tights . lose them. Stockings or barelegged, | don't care which. Leave your jewelry at home. | will 
have something more suitable to put around your neck. And one more thing ... " 


"Yes, Sir," she whispered again. 


"See to it . That you arrive UN-sated from this moment .. until | give you permission tonight 


She nodded, eyes still on the charts. He picked them up as he stood . and didn't look back as he walked out of 
the diner. 


[Ten hours later] 


Roger had called Rick Wright and Allan Parsons. They spent the day and evening making preparations for the 
midnight session. Rick had asked if he was calling Dave too. 


"No point," Roger had said . "Its stupid bloody Tuesday. He'll be watching Monty Python . even IF this session 
wasn't about getting right what he didn't manage to get on goddamn Sunday." 


Roger ordered Parsons to .. borrow . the overhead projector in Mr Martin's office, with assurances that HE 
would take the heat if the Legendary George Martin objected to the pilferage. He set Rick to work writing out 
the charts with a blue marker on the scrolling transparency so they could be projected high on the wall in the 
studio. Roger sent Parson's out to a pet store for a few items while HE set up and connected a series of 
microphone stands around a tall steel stool in the middle of the studio floor. Two of the mic stands held mics . 
a large one over-head, and one low beside the seat. The other mic stands were clamped rigidly to the tall stool 


like a sissy-bar on a motorcycle and buttressed by chrome parts normally used to hold drum kits together. 


At lOpm, he ordered Parsons into the control room to set everything up . "Check and double-check 
Everything." 


"Yes, Sir," the young engineer had leaped to work like a young officer bucking for promotion on a nuclear 
submarine. Rick eyed the stool and its chrome steel appendages with curiosity and distrust, but passed the 
time at the piano, reviewing the music. 


Roger went downstairs to wait for His Instrument to arrive. Three cigarettes later he saw her coming up the 
walk. It had gotten quite a bit colder as the night came on, and she was now wearing a long coat. She looked at 


him with eyes full of anticipation and nervousness as he held the door for her to enter. 


"You are right on time," he said . helping her off with her coat . pleased to see she was wearing what he told 
her to wear . and not wearing (so far as he could see) the things he told her to leave off. He could tell she 


was no longer wearing a bra, though her breasts were buoyant. The stockings were different . dark sheers. 


"ve been ." she began, then halted, ". | was tempted to come early." She smiled weakly, and confessed .. "I've 


been walking around the block for an hour. | had a nap this afternoon . it was all | could do to stop pacing.” 


Roger took her by the hand and led her to the lift. She let herself be led, and as the door closed he turned to 
her. "| made things plain enough when we met today . what | expect of you. | knew there was a chance that 
you might not show . but if you did, you would give to me whatever | want . and whatever | need to finish 
this song." 


She looked up at him as the elevator slowly rose . he was a full foot taller than she was. "Yes ." she said,". 


and you will not be . more kind that | sometimes like." 
Roger gave her a crooked grin at hearing his words echoed back to him. 


As the elevator stopped, she added, lowering her eyes and her voice . "I have panties on .. which | hope will get 
torn . and my body hasn't been bruised in months ... Sir." 


The doors opened, and Roger led the way to the studio door. She followed. Roger was pleased to know she was 


cruisin’ for a bruisin’. 


Once inside, Roger put her coat down on one of the electric pianos. He picked up the leather collar he had in his 
kit, and when he turned, she was at his elbow. He didn't speak, but buckled the 2 inch wide leather around her 
neck with the gleaming steel ring at her throat. She let out her breath when it was done. She was trembling. It 
was quite warm in the room, so Roger knew she wasn't cold. It pleased him to see her so aroused from just 


the buckling of leather. 


"Sit" he commanded, pointing to the tall stool. Rick was getting up from his piano bench to greet her. Roger 


pointed at him as well, "You too." Rick sat back down without a word. 


She backed up to the stool and lifted herself onto the padded seat, putting the heels of her shoes over the 
chrome crossbars so she was neatly perched. Roger slipped a pair of steel handcuffs from his back pocket and 
stepped behind her. He pulled her arms back and secured her wrists behind the sissybar, the cuffs clicking til 
they were tight enough without cutting off circulation. She did not speak . nor did he. Her breath was short 
and he saw her nipples taught through the fabric of her dress. He paused in his work to rub his thumb over 
one of them . looking into her eyes. She let out a nearly silent gasp. Now was not the time for sound .. not just 


yet . not from her. 


"Rick. Start playing." Roger said without looking at him, keeping her gaze trapped in his. Rick obeyed . the chords 


of his composition filling the room as Roger continued to prepare. 


The three leashes from the pet store were quickly put in place .. two binding her ankles to the legs of the 
stool . and one clasped to the steel ring of her collar . tied back to the steel bar behind her. Now, she could 
not fall off or escape the stool. He had left just enough slack for her to move a little. He expected her to 
NEED it. He began at the top, unbuttoning her dress. She kept her trembling breath steady with effort . still 
watching him as, button by button .. he exposed her breasts . her torso .. and finally revealing her black 
garter belt . and royal blue cotton panties worn Over the garters clasped to her dark stocking tops. He pushed 
the dress back on both sides, baring her fully . the sleeves pushed down her arms so the lovely shape of 


shoulders and neck were part of her displayed nakedness. 


Roger adjusted the microphone over her head so it hung down close to her face .. picked up a short black 


riding crop, and switched on the overhead projector. The music would scroll across the projector slowly when 


he put his foot on a pedal. 


"Hold this for me," he said, placing the crop crosswise between her teeth. She held it obediently. "Not a sound 
from you until | give you the nod. Do you understand?" She nodded . and he reached down to seize her panties. 
She let out a whimper as he quickly ripped them twice with his powerful hands and pulled them from under 
her lovely round ass. Stuffing them in his pocket, he admonished her ... "I SAID not a Sound" He slapped her 
thigh hard and she bit the crop and kept her silence. 


He stood between her legs, pushing them wider apart . and then slipped one probing finger of his left hand 
inside her. She was .. and clearly had been .. Very aroused for some time . and HOT. Her trembling and panting 
around the crop in her teeth had him wondering if she was going to be able to sing. He pressed his luck . 


"Not a sound until | give you the nod .. and no climax until | give you permission . Remember?" She nodded 
again, her eyes steaming over, pleading, as her bonds held her, and he pressed a second finger inside her. He 


reached up and took the crop from between her teeth . and gave orders: 
"Allan .. Begin! ....... Rick .. From the TOP!" 


The music began .. and He could see she was already very close to coming just from her predicament. Her 
lovely face was in anguish as she struggled to hold back. Roger let her struggle and suffer for the first eight 
bars, cruelly denying her orgasm, watching and feeling her desperate heat ..... then He whispered .. "you may 
come" and he gave her the promised Nod as he leered into her eyes. 


The music erupted from her throat . as his long fingers probed her .. his thumb keeping rhythm in circles 
around her clitoris. His right hand held the crop, and traced the notes on the overhead projector with its end. 
Whether she could even see the charts projected on the wall at this point was uncertain . but the music she 
was emitting was glorious. He ruthlessly pushed her, seeing her helpless to resist as wave after wave of 
powerful orgasms took her. His insight and skill kept her on the crest of each one for as long as he could. Her 
eyes were closed now, and he abandoned bothering with the projector . he could see she knew the music. He 
began lightly striking her ass and flank with the crop as he drove her higher .. and when he found her 
responding . he struck her harder, until she was writhing and crying out . screaming and quaking with pleasure 


and pain. 


He wondered if she might pass out . and after the most intense and powerful climax yet, he considered the 
time left in the song and allowed her to ease back and catch her breath. She crooned beautifully as she rode 
the waves of pleasure back down. He dropped the crop and soothed the welts he had raised on her ass and 
thigh with his right hand .. and stroked her hair. She dutifully continued to sing the chart exactly as it had 
been written . but she seemed nearly delirious, her head rolling from side, her eyes barely open. He petted her 
gently with both hands as Rick finished out the piece on the piano. She was limp and panting . trying to lift her 
head. 


When the piano stopped .. Roger pointed at Allan behind the glass. "Do we have THAT?" 


Allan's voice came buzzing over the intercom .. "zz . We've got it. zz" 

Roger took a step back and tossed the handcuff keys to Rick, who came attentively with tears running down 
his face to unlock her wrists. Roger unclasped the leashes . and she slid off the stool, her arms around him, 
until she was on her knees at his feet. She took several deep breaths .. then rose on her knees till she could 
kiss the bulge in the front of Roger's pants. 

"Thank you, Sir," she moaned. 

Roger gave a few quick orders .. "Rick . push the projector back down the hall to Mr Martin's office and go 
home. Good job. Allan . Save everything we got and lock up . oh . and make sure Abbey Road Studios cuts her 


a check for a second session" 


The two men looked at Roger a few seconds as he helped the limp woman up from her knees, then got busy 


with their assignments. 
Roger helped Clare to a comfortable chair. "I'm going to see that you get home safely," he said. 


She smiled ."Mmmmmn .. Not TOO safely. Bring the crop." 


Home Safe 


Author's Notes: 
For those following Jae Nunya's lavishly crafted Floydian Romance titled "Richard The First" .. these happenings 


are happening just across London while Dave Gilmour is comforting Rick Wright after a "rough session’ with 


Roger at Abbey Road Studio. 


Roger had two Jaguars in London. He had considered each for tonight, but decided his "Big Green Cat" would 
suffice . XJI2 coup. He didn't need the sedan for this . he wasn't taking the whole band anywhere or needing to 
make sure they arrived somewhere "On Bloody Time" . and he certainly wouldn't need the big boot, which Dave 
joked was big enough to stow shovels and three bodies. The coupe had two seats and more speed than he 


would legally ever need inside London, and two was the maximum number of asses Roger wanted to transport 


tonight. 


The recording session had gone off brilliantly, and Roger knew they had gotten exactly what he wanted for 
"Great Gig In The Sky" .. and his vocalist, Clare Torry seemed to have gotten just what SHE'd wanted as well . 
but was a bit limp afterwards. Though she had climaxed for several minutes in the studio . she was far from 
sated. When he released her from the stool under the microphone, she'd slid to her knees, her arms around 
his legs as she mouthed the bulge in his pants. And he was tempted then . but decided to wait until he got 
her home. He patiently got her ambulatory, and walked her to the lift, and then out the front doors of Abbey 
Road Studios. She was still wearing the collar, and Roger still had her ripped royal blue panties in his pocket 
with the car keys. 


When they got to the car, he opened the door for her, slipped his dark bag into the back and eased her down 
into the soft leather of the bucket seat. She let out a short gasp, which he knew was from the welts and 
bruises on her ass and thigh .. she was still holding the crop in both hands, looking up at him appreciatively as 
he smiled and closed the door. Roger liked a girl who could take a beating and still want more. He walked around 


the front of his coiled green Cat, eager to get her home . and to find out how much more she could take. 


Traffic was easy this late . it was nearly Zam. Roger made good time threading through London. Within ten 
minutes they arrived at the address Clare had given him. It was a three-story building . two apartments on 
each floor above the street . the ground floor being a corner grocery and delicatessen . now closed for 
business. Roger parked beside the building, noting what time the deli opened for future action, and helped Clare 
out of the low sitting Jag. 


The street level entrance was around the side. She led the way as he shouldered his dark bag once more. Just 


inside the door was a foyer with black and white chessboard tile floor and four mail boxes. "Mine's apartment 


A," she said, "Third floor . front of the building." 


"And you have two bedrooms to yourself?" he asked, double checking. His intentions were not the sort he 


wanted interrupted. 
"That's right," she said, smiling over her shoulder at him as she started up the stairs. 
[She's as eager to get there as | am] Roger thought once again with approval 


The stairs were steep and straight. There was wall paper, old and dingy, but the foyer and landings were well 
lit. Roger followed her up the first flight, appreciating her round backside through her dress and her shapely 
and well toned legs in the dark sheer stockings. [Living on the Third floor with these steep stairs has aesthetic 
advantages it seems] She still held the crop in both hands, like a slender bouquet. As they turned on the 
landing to start up the second flight, Roger contemplated possibly pushing her face-first against her door 
when they got there . and slipping hand up between her legs from behind. He had appetite to do it . but he 
decided to be patient instead. [There's plenty of time,] he thought, [and no need to initiate anything on a landing 


when | have a whole apartment to use . just waiting on the other side of the door] 


"Give me your key," he said, putting out his hand as they reached the top landing. While she got it out, he 
noticed a trapdoor overhead which he presumed was access to the roof of the building. [Something to exploit 
another time perhaps] he thought. She placed her key in his hand, and he unlocked her door and opened it for 
her. As he followed her in, he heard a creak on the landing that suggested someone might be just on the other 
side of the neighbor's door, perhaps listening . maybe peeking through the peep hole. He noticed Clare's door 
had one as well. Roger gave a leering crooked smile at the neighbor's door for the benefit of anyone who might 
be watching, and closed himself in with Clare .. locking, bolting, and chaining the door behind them. 


When Roger turned round, Clare was on her knees, holding up his crop on upturned palms. "Please, Sir . How 


may | serve you?" 


It was a lovely sight . a beautiful blonde on her knees, long lashed eyes cast down humbly, his black leather 
collar fastened around her neck .. and his own implement of cruelty offered up to him. His immediate impulse 
was to take the crop and to command her to open his pants, let his erection out, and to order her to serve 
him with her mouth. She'd been so eager to do THAT since he unchained her from the stool in the studio . so 
eager that most of her lipstick was now on the front of his slim black pants. .... Still . he had beating in mind, 
and it wouldn't do just yet for her to earn praise with good service before he marks her fair flesh .. 


thoroughly. 


"Put THAT on the coffee table .. Put this on the couch." He unshouldered his dark bag and held it out toward 
her. She rose from her knees gracefully .. trying to hide some disappointment, but also seeming to thrill at his 
command. She obediently took the dark bag and carried it with the crop into the living room, turning on a 


standing lamp as she went. Roger followed her, observing the place by the warm yellow light it cast. 


The wall of the foyer's right side extended straight into the living room with dark drawn drapes . the sort 
that kept every bit of daylight out. [She . or the person who hung the drapes . is a night-owl . or very 
interested in privacy] The line of drapes was broken in the middle by a faux brick hearth, gas log with a few 
small traces of ash around it [it works, but not recently and the chimney's just for show]. Knickknacks on the 


mantle included a framed photo of Clare and another girl . tall and smartly dressed with dark hair and a 
possessive hand on Clare's shoulder .. again a ribbon collar around Clare's neck. The drapes continued past the 
corner all along the back wall of the living room, behind the very comfortable-looking, clean, but ugly couch. 
[Somewhere there have to be factories around the world that MAKE ugly couches as their primary product,] 
Roger thought, and contemplated the artistic experience needed to deliberately choose fabric . [what rules do 
they follow .. what algorithm . can it be learned . can they be stopped) .. 


His gaze was suddenly drawn . skipping past the couch to a wooden cabinet with dual-hinged lids .. [an honest 
to god Hi-Fi] .. not a crappy portable turntable with a built-in speaker, but proper speakers . and between 
them a long shelf with 60 to 10 LPs. He made a beeline across the large rug, past where Clare was placing the 
crop and bag, to lift the lids and inspect the machinery. The dusty guts of an old rig of vacuum tubes was still 
present, as well as some replacement tubes in the corners . but all of THAT history had been supplanted . 
bypassed by a modern modular pre-amp and amplifier. He noted the volume knobs (there were two, it WAS 


stereo) . were set low. 
[| could actually plug my bass into this aux slot and blow the windows out of this building if | so chose] 
"Is THS yours," he asked, ". or was it here when you moved in?" 


Clare was kneeling again, beside the coffee table, fondling the crop and watching him. "Its mine NOW . but it 
was Wanda's." She paused, deciding what else or how much to share, "She SAID it was a gift from her uncle 
Ray. I'm pretty sure Ray was a wealthy client. She moved out and left a few very nice . but heavy items." She 
paused again as he lowered the lid to the side with the heavy electronics .. then added, "Most of the music is 
mine though." 


Roger looked into the side housing the turn table. "Nina Simone . ‘| Put a Spell On You" .. that one of yours?" 
"Yes." Clare said. 

"Where's the cover? . and sleeve?" He looked at the shelf of LPs and saw six albums peeking out naked from 
between covers, and empty sleeves limp on the floor under the shelf. She was about to answer his question, 
but he cut her off. "This music is in chaos. .. You put on the next one you want .. before you put anything 
away ... don't you? .. and sometimes you're too taken by what you're hearing . for you to bother putting 
away." 

She heard judgement in his voice. She nodded her confession. 

"You love the Gods .. but you don't respect the temple." he pronounced as a harsh accusation "You love the 
Music .. but you neglect the magic that holds it at your beck and call for ages . letting it become nicked and 


scratched and covered in dust." 


Rodger switched on power and lowered the needle into the groove. 


The room filled with clear sound of strings, an easy rhythm section, and articulate piano .. followed by the 
voice of the blues legend, Nina Simone .. the title track: 


"| put a spell on you ........ ‘cause you're Mine," Roger said as he pulled his belt out of the loops of his black 
pants. 


Clare looked up at him, trepidation and excitement in her eyes . breath catching in her throat. 
"The Temple will brook no such slovenly vestal," he said with dour conviction. 


He wrapped the belt once around his right hand and closed on her, taking her by her hair and bending her 
roughly over the low coffee table. She spread her hands out, fingers splayed on the cool surface of the dark 
polished wood, and Roger stood over her, looming behind her . and delivered a beating with the thick black 
leather, wailing on her back and rump in time with the brooding music. He wondered how easily she might 
bruise, and the thought spurred him to hit her harder .. hoping to see his marks on her when he removed this 
blue dress. She cried out in rhythm with his lashes . and he threatened .. "If YOU can't take this more quietly 
.. [ll fix it so you WILL” 


She took the next two strokes biting her lip and trying to hold her breath . but the third stroke came harder, 
and she cried out again He took the blue remnant of damp satin in his pocket . the remains of the wet panties 
he'd ripped off her in the studio .. and, pulling her head back by her hair, he stuffed the soft wad into her 


mouth. 


"If you drop that before | tell you to, I'll see that you bleed," he said low and menacing. The music continued, 
and so did he. She took the beating with muffled cries and wincing though her entire body, but she did not try 
to get away. Roger's erection was tightly restrained inside his pants, and images cascaded through his mind as 
to what he wanted to do about it . what he wanted to make her do about it . but there was still much he 
wanted first. This wasn't about just seeing what pleasure he could take . but savoring her desperately wanting 
to give it. 


He beat her straight through to the end of the second track .. a gentle song about getting what one deserves . 
and a lyric Roger relished . "Time to take without giving." [She's taking it, alright .] 


When that song was through, he dropped his belt on the table beside her .. she was panting . moaning through 
the ruined panties in her mouth. Roger had seen her quake and moan as she climaxed twice during the second 
song, with no other stimulation than just the beating. One of her shoes had come off. He took the other shoe, 
too, and tossed them both aside. Allowing the music to continue, he bent down and took the gag from her 


mouth and spoke into her ear. 
"You were about to tell me, | believe . where the cover to Nina Simone was to be found?" 


She lay there draped over the table .. and gasped out . "Bedroom." 


"Good" he said . "You bring some order to your records .. everything in a sleeve and its appropriate cover." He 
pressed two fingers into a sweet spot on her back where he knew more than a few very good strokes had 
crisscrossed. She let out a cry at the pain from his fingertips visiting her flesh. "I will make coffee and inspect 


the rest of the apartment .. Get busy.” 
He strode off into the adjoining kitchenette. 


Despite it not being his kitchen, Roger had the percolator broken down, cleaned, reassembled, and percolating 
with the speed of a soldier reassembling his rifle . less than two minutes. He emerged to see Clare stiff from 
the belt, working on her assigned task He was gratified to see her employ a soft dust cloth on the records 


that had been left out. He brought a white mug of cold water and set it on the table beside the gag, and his 


crop. 
"Drink." 
"Thank you .. Sir," she responded. 


He turned down the hallway past the television. Utility closet on the left, [poorly placed], Roger thought, 
[serving neither the bathroom nor the kitchen]. Second door on the left was one of the bedrooms . this one 
now a sewing room with fabric draped over a Beautiful, thickly upholstered, gothic leather chaise lounge. Such 
lavish pieces of furniture were created as items of opulence . in this case as a surface on which to discipline 
a sex slave, or on which a Dominant should be worshiped by a devoted submissive. Clearly this room used to 
be Wanda's back when she (as Roger had surmised) kept Clare as a pet. Storage for bolts of cloth was an 
ignominious fate for such a treasure, though the thought gave Roger pause to consider the slave on her 


knees in the living room . who was answering his cruelty with grateful obedience. 
[Some treasures you don't leave behind] he thought [. if one can help it] 


Noticing one of the bolts of cloth matched Clare's dress . he decided she could make another easily enough .. 
the one she had on would not survive the night. He tucked 50 quid into her sewing basket and flipped through 
an open catalog of patterns. He circled one pattern with a red china marker, one calling for sheer fabric . 


harem pants, and he tucked another 100 L into the crease. 


At the end of the hall was the bathroom .. white subway tile applied in a brick pattern on floor and walls . 
very clean. The deep claw-foot tub was inviting, and he wondered if he would bathe her first . or have her 
serve him. He was taking a toll on her, and he was far from done. 


He turned to the closed door on the other side of the hall . her bedroom. There he quickly found the album 
cover to Nina Simone's "I Put A Spell On You" on the foot of her Queen size bed. It was a simple antique lathed 
wood frame with four short posts that quietly invited rope play. He checked in drawers, appreciating her array 
of soft nether items, pausing over the drawer of the nightstand to inspect her small vibrator, dildo, and a 
modestly dimensioned butt plug. There was a bottle of sweet-smelling lotion on the top. Everything he saw 


suggested some pleasure awaiting him, and he wondered how poor Rick had only managed to give her hours of 


Tongue with so much else to explore . but Clare had him sussed. [She might easily have put a collar on him, if 
she wanted] 


In the corner at the far side of the bed was an umbrella stand. From it, Roger snatched up a slim stick like a 
school master's pointer. There was a leather paddle, a long crop, and a walking stick with a silver dog's head, 
vaguely Irish Wolf Hound. THESE all looked like they were by the bed in case a beating might happen. He 


returned to the living room brandishing them all. 


Clare looked up from her work. To Roger's surprise, it appeared she was nearly done bringing order to her 
records, including something close to alphabetical order. He handed her the Nina Simone cover. She rose from 
her knees, [remarkable grace for someone who's taken such a beating,] and lifted the record from the turn- 


table. Slipping it deftly into sleeve and cover, she placed it on the shelf in a wide section of "S" performers. 
"| found THIS," she said. "I didn't know | had it. It must have been one of Wanda's, but | believe it's yours." 


Roger put the implements of discipline down on the table beside his own crop . [She's coiled my belt up and 
placed it carefully, along with the cloth gag, in case | wish to use it again] . and Clare handed him a nearly NEW 
looking copy of "Meddle." Roger smiled, handing it back to her. 


"Put it on. Side One. | will pour coffee." 


Roger selected two wide, cylindrical mugs and returned with hot coffee just as the opening rumbling and 
thrumming notes of Meddle were becoming audible. Clare was kneeling again, beside the table . fondling the 
coiled belt. Roger noted that she'd left herself half a mug of water .. [Enough to keep her mouth wet for 
anything she might be called upon to do} he thought . [and she hasn't asked, and isn't sure if she'll be allowed 
to use the bathroom any time soon]. He placed the two coffees on the table as he sat down for the first time 


since arriving. 
"Tell me about these," he said, pointing his long finger at the tools of discipline arrayed on the coffee table. 


Clare lowered her eyes, which Roger appreciated as submissive artifice, but also wished this part might be a 


little more candid .. eye To eye. [That will wait till morning .. maybe till afternoon,] he thinks. 


She answered, "The crop and switch were Her's . | don't know if she meant to leave them .. she took the rest 
of her tools." 


"And where did she go, exactly?" As long as they were in strict D/s conversation, he didn't hesitate to pry. 


"She found a wealthy patron .. Calais, | think," she said, matter-of-factly, but Roger could tell there was some 


resentment . some hurt, at having been left . probably suddenly. "She owns him now." 


Roger took up and sipped cautiously at his coffee. She did likewise . raising her eyes for a moment, "Thank you, 
Sir." 


"What about this walking stick?" he took it up with his free hand to admire the crafted silver hound's head. 
"That was .. to be a gift for her. It has a whip inside." Again he heard emotions hidden in her even words. 
"Has it ever been used?" he asked. 

‘Not properly." 


A twist and a quick tug, and Roger detached the head from the walking stick, drawing out nearly three feet of 
supple stitched leather . a whip with two tongues at its end. Getting up suddenly, he moved around behind his 


kneeling subject .. 
"Put your coffee down," he commanded. 


She quickly obeyed, and, tucking the whip and cane under his arm, he took her dress firmly at the back of her 
neck. With strong hands, he ripped the garment down the back .. shredding it loudly . all the way to the hem. 
One final rough movement of his arms, and the two halves of the ruined dress parted in front as well .. the 
white buttons snapping and popping off onto the thick Persian rug ... leaving her in only the sheer black 
stockings and garter belt . and the collar Roger had put on her at Abbey Road. 


The violence with which she had so suddenly been made virtually naked in her own living room caused her to 
quake and fall forward onto her hands and knees. Roger could see she was coming again .. and he pressed the 
moment, excited at the sight of the bruises already darkening on her back from the earlier beating with his 
belt. 


"Down on your elbows . Ass up!" he spat. 
She stretched her arms out in front of her, kowtowing, forehead to the floor, presenting her ass. The left side 
and thigh were already welted and bruised from the crop at Abbey Road. Roger took aim at her right ass 


cheek and tested this whip on her quaking flesh. The sound was deliciously cruel . a CRACK that left no doubt 
of the pain .. . 


The Hi-Fi offered it's scrambled throat-full of message just where Roger wanted it .. 
"ONE OF THESE DAYS, M GOING TO CUT YOU INTO LITTLE PIECES!" 


The welts showed quickly . as Roger kept time .. and soon her ass was hot pink, red in places where her skin 


was struck with particular vehemence .. her cries were muffled by her arms and tits flush with the rug . 


As the first track gave way to the softer "Pillow Of Winds" .. Roger slipped the whip back into the walking 
stick, and stepped in front of her ... 


"Is THAT using it ‘properly’ then?" he asked pointedly. 
She let out a moan as she lifted her head slightly to answer ... "Oh yesss .. oh yesss, Sir.” 


"And Who .. Is this a gift for?" He said, pressing the end of the walking stick lightly against one of the bruises 
over her right shoulder blade. 


She cried out, wincing . "It's .. It is yours .... please, Sir .. say | am too." 


"Not just yet," he said. "I admit, | like the way you perform when I'm doing most of the work." The truth was, 
she was marvelous . he wasn't even sure now how many times she had come, just from belt and whip. "Kiss 


my boots . and help me out of them .. and we'll see what else you're good for." 


She groaned from the pain of moving . her hot flesh radiating from the fresh whipping and the recent beating 
. but she moved closer and lowered her face to kiss the tops of each of Roger's boots. With some effort, she 
knelt up so her hands could unlace them. He used the walking stick to balance, as she slipped the boots off and 


his socks. She looked up at the bulge in his pants . which she'd felt with her lips at Abbey Road . but still 
hadn't gotten to see or taste. 


"Please . may | help you with your pants as well?" she looked up in supplication. 


"You may," he said, again leaning on the walking stick as she opened his pants and freed his cock. He could see 
she was tempted to touch him immediately, but dutifully, she kept to the task at hand . easing his pants down 
his legs, giving in to the temptation to kiss his thighs as he stepped out of them. 


She looked up at him, licking her lips. He didn't wait for her to ask or beg. He knew she would if he wanted. 
Instead he commanded her. 


“Suck my cock." 


She knelt up to lick his balls and the underside of his shaft . but as tall as he was, she had to pull his erection 
down to get his head into her mouth. Her tongue was quick and her lips eager . Roger let her struggle with 
the logistics of being petite while serving a man who was 6' 3". He decided it would be better for them both on 
the couch. He didn't say anything . just took her by the hair and moved the few short steps to where he 


could sit down, and she followed, walking on her knees, keeping her mouth wrapped hotly and hungrily around 


his shaft. 


Seated comfortably, he watched her alternately teasing and devouring his proud erection in time with the 
music . the album playing out the remaining 3 tracks on side one .. she kept her attentions going . savoring the 
feel of his cock hard in her mouth, and the sight of the pleasure on his face as she served him. He knew side 
one was about to end, and he'd decided what to do with side two when the arm swung back to rest and the 
turn-table switched off. 


"Put on side 2" he ordered. 


She got up, a litle stiffly this time . a small frown at being interrupted in something she was quite enjoying. 
She turned over the disc and lowered the needle, returning obediently . to find Roger standing. He took her by 
the back of the neck and guided her down to kneel at the end of the coffee table once more . bending her 
over it. He shoved the tools off into the floor . and placed the two hot cups of coffee on her back .. one 
between her shoulder blades . the other further down, on her lumbar above the garter belt. She let out a 
soft cry at the heat . not enough to burn her, Roger was sure . but a sensation he knew would focus her. He 
got on his knees behind her as the ‘ping ... ping ... of "Echoes" began ... sliding his erection against her hot 
bruised and welted ass. 


"You remain very still now," he said, ". don't spill my coffee. He pressed his hardness against the bruises .. and 
he ran his hands over her back . tracing the darkening lines where whip and belt had marked her." 


She let out whimpers . and small cries . as he let his cock slip down between her thighs . grazing her stocking 
tops . as his head pressed against her inner warmth .. which was slick and desperately inviting. As the music 
and her cries melded together . he slid himself inside her .. and slowly drew out again .. becoming a slow 
rhythm ... fucking her . as she endured the pain of his fingertips . and the trial of remaining still enough not to 
spill any of the hot liquid. He wondered if she could climax this way .. without letting hot coffee splash on her 
back .. he kept the slow maddening rhythm .. wondering how much longer he wanted his own hot liquid to go . 
unspilled. 


He heard her gathering breath .. and let out a note ... singing it clearly . and he felt her spasmming inside . 
knowing she was coming . feeling her contract around his shaft ... and he gripped her by the hips and thrust 
into her hard . spilling the coffee onto her back, making her song rise higher, and allowing himself to come .. 


His climax erupting inside her in long hot pulses. He thrust into her savagely until he was sated. 


"You'll do," he said, petting her as he turned her over on the wet coffee table. "Good dog." 


